HOUSES AT THE END OF THE WORLD
banners and paintings on silk. Butter-lamps glimmered on
two little altars. Suddenly, with that oriental gesture of
holding the hand with the open palm downwards and then
closing the fingers on it, the lama summoned me. I came
down and he escorted me out, courteously, but commanding
silence by putting his finger to his lips.
I did not need to waste much time on the surroundings of
the settlement. There were pack-saddles in tatters, dead dogs
and old shoes—battered tins are not yet to be found on the
Tsaidam. And I was soon back in our dark, smoky interior.
The Urechs had given us several enthralling crime stories.
It was fortunate, because Peter is not very good at waiting
about. And I was myself exasperated by the roof which
seemed to be weighing down like a tomb on my head.
Gunzun, who came with a katag and some milk from the
Prince, asked for the cover of one of our story-books. It
depicted a beautiful blonde lady flying along in a motor car.
The Prince had reached his yurt and his fathers. He had
given his last sign of life so far as we were concerned.
The Winds as Monarchs.
After a wait of four days, the gold-seekers went away with
some ten yaks. But it was not long before Li turned up with
four camels for us. I called them the negroids because they
had black frizzy hair on their foreheads. But they were lanky
and also they were casting their coats which, it is well known,
greatly reduces a camel's strength.*
We returned to the trail, thinking joyfully that in a
fortnight we should probably be with Smig's partner and
getting news of what was happening in Sinkiang. Now and
then we marched beside ledges of hills of loess that looked
as if they had been cut with knives. In the hollows of them
one could see trees twisted and dead of thirst, The mighty
* See note, p, 301.
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